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Sometimes I just d 


what to do with myself. There’s 
nothing worse than having a 
lonely pussy. I just have to think 
of a way to make some stiff 
friends in a hurry. 

Everyone says I have a lot to 
offer. Not that I give it away for 
nothing. A girl just can’t spread 
her legs without getting some 
kind of a little gift. Of course if 
the right one comes along maybe 
I might make an exception. 
There’s nothing like getting jab- 
bed with a friendly jackhammer. 

But here I am out in my patio 
waiting for someone to give me a 
ring. It doesn’t have to be on my 
finger; it can be on the tele- 
phone. There must be someone 
around who needs а body—I 
mean, a buddy! I’ve never been 
this hot before. I can almost hear 
my own spunk bubbling away in- 
side my poor lonely hole. 


My girlfriend thinks I 
shouldn’t stay secluded like this. 
She always takes a walk in the 
afternoon and several very kind 
people have offered her a lift. It 
isn’t very long before her legs are 
up in the air and she’s cruising 
along at seventy miles an hour. 
That girl can sure get it on ina 
big hurry. 


But all of that is just not my 
style. I guess you can call me a 
home-body. I like to wrap my 
legs around someone who's 


stretched out on my own mat- 
tress. This way I don’t have to 
get up in the middle of the night 
and bump my way home when 
it’s all over. 
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Everything isn’t as dark as I 
paint it. I do have a new neigh- 
bor. While he was moving in I 
took a peek at his baggage. It 
certainly did bulge at the right 
spots. I can imagine he was carry- 
ing quite a load in those twin 
balls of his. My tummy started to 
squirm just thinking about how 
hot all that juice must be. 


Maybe if I do some more nude 
sunbathing he might take notice 
of me. It’s a shame I have to 
resort to such an underhanded 
trick; still all’s fair in love and 
cock hunting. 

I think maybe I’m going to 
have a visitor very soon. When- 
ever my nipples start to tighten 
up I can tell someone is talking 
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When the dude next door 
finally made his appearance, I de- 
manded that he give me a sample 
of what he had to offer. In an 
instant I was down on my knees 

ing at his huge red-eye tool. 
Never had I seen such a mam- 


moth piece of meat like that be- 
fore. There was nothing I could 
say—especially since my mouth 
was so full. He was definitely a 
winner all the way. 


It’s great not to be lonely any 
more. My void has been com- 
pletely filled by the biggest shaft 
in town. I guess I was just born 
to be lucky. 
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TURN YOURSELF ON 


HOT LOOKING 
RAUNCHY READING 


Here's four of the wildest . . . the kind you read with 
one hand!! Hot pix and hotter reading... and all 
BRAND NEW!! Don’t miss out, no matter what 
your bag is, there’s something here for YOU!! 


ENJOY #1 $3.50 
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ERRY BLOSSOMS # 1-6 
: premiere Bondage Maga- 
۱۱۱ Genuine, completely 
hentic Japanese bond- 
. .. а guaranteed turn-on, 
hat’s your scene!! Superb 
or printing, fantastic and 
‘inating Bondage stories 
. utterly wild!! ONLY 
00 EACH, OR AS A SPE- 
L OFFER JUST FOR 
U, ALL SIX VOLUMES 
LY $20.95! 
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SWINGERS # 1-5 
Factual Swingers stories, art- 
icles, features... and HUN- 
DREDS AND HUNDREDS 
OF PERSONAL ADS!! Here's 
the chance to meet YOUR 
KIND OF PEOPLE!! Nothing 
“phony,” nothing “faked,” 
just on-the-level, people-to- 
people swinging!! ONLY 
$3.50 EACH, OR AS A SPE- 
CIAL OFFER JUST FOR 
YOU, ALL FIVE VOLUMES 
ONLY $14.95! 


exciting - erotic - exotic 
magazines, books, novelties 


and hot goodies! 
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Sixteen huge pages of the most excit- 
ing novelties, books, magazines and 
erotic devices you've ever seen!! 
Fantastic bargains in every area of 
sensuality... fabulous buys in all 
aspects of turned-on sexuality. This 
is one item you can't afford to miss 
out on!! ONLY $1.00! 

Catalog FREE with 
purchase of 3 or 
more magazines 


GET HER IN THE 
GROOVE WITH THIS —> 


This cordless massager is one of the most 
unique sexual instruments ever invented. It 
will titillate and tantalize you and your 
lover. All of a sudden a new erotic world 
will open up for you, one you never knew 
existed before. 

7 1/4" X ۱ 1/4" Large Size. $5.00 


Deluxe Model......... $10.00 
Г Fill out this coupon and mail it with your remittance. 
AMOUNT 
QUANTITY DESCRIPTION ENCLOSE! 
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NAME. 

ADDRESS. = 
CITY. STATE. —ZIP. 
CLASSIC MAIL SERVICE 

P.O. BOX77284 


LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 90007 


Гат 21 years of age or older 


Lydia Joyce’s tan skin 
and blonde tresses make 


for a smashing combina- 


. but her hairdresser 


isn’t the only one who 
knows for sure. 


tion. . 


At poolside or bedside, 
Lydia has a winning way 
when she lets it all hang 
out. She’s got a lot to 
nang out, after all. 


Lydia loves 
soft, furry 
things -- and 
even hard, 
furry things. 


wilma 


Outdoors or in, Wilma Delyte is ready № 
to do her thing -- or yours, if you can 
think of a better one, On the lawn, the 
rug, or the couch, it’s all in a day’s fun 
to Wilma. 


Lynda Day Kerr has a swinging pad, complete 


with hi-fi and -- but who listens to the music 


when Lynda makes it? 


DAY TIME 
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Lynda believes in giving the furniture a workout -- and anybody who 
ahppens to be on it. Wouldn’t you like to lie on Lynda’s furniture? 
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Antoinette Oakley never has a discouraging word for anyone when she’s home on her range. 


con- 
fronted 


by Jay North 


Dorine met them at the door, calm and queenly in 
a voluminous peignoir. She looked ravishingly beautiful 
and as dangerously hostile as a leopardess. Kitty was 
different when they got down to the gym via the kitchen 
stairs. The slightly younger and smaller woman was 
dancing around shadow boxing with a light of delirious 
excitement in her blue eyes as she socked imaginary 
opponents. Harry's lamps blazed up too, as he took 
in the voluptuous vision of Kitty Bufort ready to tangle 
with him. Dorine was a front cover original as she 
tossed aside her peignoir and challenged Ralph Bufort. 
Harry had angry eyes only for the delectable morsel 
of femininity who had alienated his employer’s attentions 
(he never could calm her affections). 

Ralph pranced around on the wrestling mat like a 
Satchel Foot Primo getting ready to massacre a stepping- 
stone welterweight. 

Dorine tossed her adversary a pair of gloves that 
were official weight in ounces. “Woe!” Ralph said. “You 
really are out for blood.” 

The killer gloves began to smack as the fighter’s 
darted in, ducking and feinting, Ralph taking it more 
or less easily, letting Dorine come to him with her lesser 
reach, hooking her while she was inside giving him hell 
with rapidfire jabs and belly punches. 

Harry played a cat-and-mouse game, too, with Kitty, 
letting her outpoint him, but always dragging at her, 
pulling her down with clinches and making her fight 
herself away from him before she could get him with 
any long, hard drives to the button or the solar plexus. 
He could see that Kitty was fast but she couldn’t hurt 
him much, and as the fight went on he wanted to hurt 
her less and less. He loved the feel of her body on his 
arms and against his belly and again and again he 
buried his mouth and chin in the soft hollow of her neck. 

“Why don’t yuh fight, dummy?” Kitty growled at him. 

“That’s an idea for you, too, man mountain,” Dorine 
panted as Ralph kept covering up and circling and 
hanging on. 

“This ain’t a point fight, lady,” Ralph said, grimly. 


“Its winner take all.” 

“Okay, you want more!” Dorine cried. “Let's go to 
the mat with a bit of karate after we get these gloves 
off.” 

“You're the hostess,” Ralph said with a secret elation. 

“Yeah, you're the boss,” Harry seconded. 

“Strip off, both of you,” Dorine said recklessly, and 
began peeling down her leotards, after throwing off her 
globes. 

Ralph’s dollicker stood out suspiciously close to hard 
from the bison-breast pubic hair above his crotch. The 
manace of that monster male penetrator seemed to drive 
Dorine crazy. She charged in at Ralph and as he leaned 
to meet her weight she took advantage of his move- 
ment and flipped him heavily. Ralph hit the mat with a 
clunk that shook the whole gym. It looked as if she had 
broken his neck. 

Meanwhile Kitty tried an overhead flying mare with 
Harry, but he partly blocked the stunt and landed with 
his prick in her face and his legs hanging over her 
shoulders. She was caught off balance and went down. 


Kitty and Harry knew dimly what was happening 
to the big ones, but they were too busy with their own 
erotic delight to pay much attention. Kitty kept pretending 
to struggle and beat off Harry while he reveled in the 
comfort of her tight, warm, gurgitating guts. Actually 
they had begun fucking each other with mutual passion 
and abandon, but for tactical reasons they maintained 
the pretense of struggle. Harry’s alter ego was reluctant 
to give up his phobic obsession for Dorine and Kitty 
didn’t want either Dorine, her jealous butch, or Ralph, 
her proudly possessive husband, to know that she was 
willingly and with passionate abandon giving herself to 
a male lover who seemed ideal for her. 

Harry shot his load and Kitty drank him down with 
her insucking vagina and womb, struggling for more 
cooling goop in her entrails. Harry was so hot he never 
stopped at all but just kept driving and working himself 
up again for another blast-off, that would tickle even 
more than the first. 

With a powerful lunge forward, and a shifting of 
his grips without weakening them, Ralph popped the 
outer tension of Dorine’s prize pussy. He could tell she 
was hot as a firecracker, although it might be just invol- 
untary reaction to the male breeding penetrator. 

Dorine was grinding her ass, too, almost impercept- 
bily. He guessed that she might try to blow him off 
and end the struggle by that compromise. But he was get- 
ting his second wind sexually, as Harry had trained him 
to do. His come was practically sedated as he gritted his 
teeth with mental effort and enjoyed every squirm and 
twist of action in the beautiful ass that was at his mercy. 
He didn’t know what might happen when he finally let 
Dorine go. She might try to kill him, might even suc- 
ceed. He doubted that she would even think seriously of 
legal action. Not with what he had on her and Kitty. 
The desperation of the situation whipped up his passion 


to white heat. Dorine Beal was the best fuck he had 
ever dunked his cock in and he had to make the most 
of it 

Harry and Kitty slipped down on each other and 
sixty-nined adoringly and forgot about Ralph and Do- 
rine for a few minutes. 

They couldn't hear what Ralph was whispering husk- 
ily to Dorine . . . “І could love you, damn you! I don't 
know what you've got. You're a God-damn witch. I nev- 
er had any like this. I don’t care what you do to me 
when you get up. I’m gonna fuck the hell out of you if I 
die for it.” 

“Urgle, игре,” Dorine answered unintelligibly. 

Ralph thought she was going to fight him with re- 
doubled fury, but suddenly she upped her ass voluntarily 
and relaxed some of the pressure on his legs as her 
thighs sharpened their upward angle. A startled grunt 
escaped Ralph’s grimacing lips as almost without effort 
he made the last inch. It was so wonderful he nearly for- 
got himself and blew his come. Then he shut down again 
on his burping cock and reveled in the tickle of his balls 
pressing against Dorine’s perineum. The trouble was he 
couldn't get any friction with Dorine’s ass so high up 
and her thighs locked around his. All he could do was 
hold on and enjoy the erotic maximum of contact. 

Then he noticed that Dorine was lightly tapping his 
arm for attention as if signaling. He watched her hand 
suspiciously and his heart leaped with joy as he saw her 
make an “o” with her thumb and forefinger. She was 
signaling okay! But was she sincere? 

He held his hard-won position stubblornly for a few 
seconds while his big prick burped dangerously close 
to orgasm. Then he cast caution to the winds and let 
go of Dorine’s chin, ready for trouble. But she didn’t 
whirl on him. She just raised up on her hands to ease 
the stricture of the angle at which his cock was forced 
up in to her genital. He opened her legs and let her 
straighten out her calves, holding her tight around the 
upper part of her hips. He could see now what she was 
trying to do and gave her assistance as she pulled her 
knees forward and let him have it dog fashion, which 
gave him frictional play. 

“Thank God you gave in!” Ralph sobbed as he tested 
his pumping stroke with little fearful nudges and punches 
and backings.” 

“Shut up, God-damn you!” Dorine snarled back at 
him. “You've got me, now you do a good job of it or 
Pll kill you.” 

He gave her а stud-horse lunge, and then pulled out 
slowly, wincing and creeping all over with come tickle. 
“ГИ die... maybe,” he gasped, “because you'll fuck me 
to death.” 

She was flipping the other way now, moving her 
gorgeous ass pendulum-like on the hinges of her knees 
while he struggled to reciprocate without blowing off and 
going soft. 

“God, but you’re beautiful, Dorine!” he maundered 
as she played the hot mare to him and took him clear 


to the balls, and then way out to the quivering, flaring 


crown of the corona, that was like the exploding sun feel- 
ing the cooling bath of reviving oxygen, then back to 
the precious depths of erotic narcosis. 

“Shut up, damn you, and screw me!” Dorine wept, 
her head hanging, her thick, shining, iron gray hair 
flopping down as she gave her body. 

“Ub, uh, uh,” Ralph hunkered in, fighting the urge 
to blow himself as the long strokes fired him like gas 
опа furance . . . “I never dreamed Id have it into you,” 
Ralph blubbered. “Guys jack off looking at your pic- 
tures. My wife was crazy about you before...” 

“E-cece,” Dorine squealed, backing up on him and 
spiraling her beautiful ass wildly. 

Ralph couldn’t hold it any longer. He hunkered in 
feeling himself flying apart. Dorine had his cock smash- 
ed against her womb mouth on the in-stroke and was 
twirling him like a juggler when he pulled out to the gills. 

* Here she comes!” he groaned as he exploded. 

“Good boy, give it to me,” Dorine surprised him as 
she hunched up like a hot mare and felt the blessed 
cooling of his healthy jets belting into her womb on the 
upstroke. He had to have it way up in her. It seemed to 
him that this was the last of his fun, and he had to have 
the very last smidgin of it. 

Dorine’ head was lying on her arms with her bottom 
up in the air and her legs swaying on each side of his 
body. She was giving herself to the glorious climax of 
being bred by a male. 

He wept as he hovered over her, shooting the last of 
his violent ejaculation, Gh, hell, why did this have to 
be the end? Why couldn't he go on like Harry said 
virile young men could, fucking on from one come to 
another without withdrawing? 


“God, let me do it again,” he maundered without 
knowing what he said. 

He shot his last into Dorine, who took it deep in her. 
He felt her hands reaching back and tickling his balls, 
moving up around the massive base of his monster cock. 
Suddenly he realized that he wasn’t reciprocating thatway 
and he reached under her and cupped her beautiful tits, 
milking them tenderly as their sex organs gradually sub- 
sided and they revealed in the twilight of orgasm mut- 
ually experienced. 

Ralph waited, in a mood of depression, for his prick 
to go down and slip out of that wonderful comfort place. 
But Dorine’s hands were working at him from below. 
She was caressing his big balls lovingly, firing him up 
with a miraculous rejuvenation. 

“Gh, God, honey,” he babbled, “I don’t want to go 
down. I wanta do it again.” 

But he didn’t lose all his hard-on. His excitement was 
too intense and the build-up funded him psychically. 
He held Dorine’s beautiful ass in his powerful hands, 
letting it soak in her. And suddenly she surprised him 
again as she jerked away from him with a sinewy twist 
of her splendid body. His cock flew out into thin air, 


slick with fuck goo, while Dorine turned around to face 
him on her knees like he was and looking up into his 
face with her distended, incredulous eyes, while her hands 
closed possessively on his big prick, jacking him up and 
down until he couldn't lose his hard-on. 

“T don’t know what’s happened to me,” she cried, 
“but don’t you dare leave me! Come on.” 

She got up and dragged him into the bedroom next 
to where Kitty and Harry were eating each other alive. 
Ralph staggered and fumbled as he followed Dorine to 
bed. She threw herself on her back, without seemingly 
ever taking her hands off his cock. In the next minute 
he had it into her front to front and the bed was rock- 
ing like a boat on а’ choppy sea. He hadn't lost his 
hard-on. He was hotter than ever. His big prick lanced 
into those beautiful thighs in stroke after stroke of fran- 
tic need. 

Dorine was coming again and again on his huge 
prick. Her splendid body could handle him clear to the 
balls. She spiraled her ass expertly on his wagon axle, 
twirling him from the flaring corona all the way down to 
his tingling balls and giving his testicles a faintly hurt- 
ful jiggle before she began fucking her way back again 
along his nine inches. 

“Its like Pm having a baby and enjoying it,” Do- 
rine crowed. 

“T feel like I was making quints,” Ralph said as he 
began to build up for another ejaculation. “You do 
something to me.” 

“We're even in that,” Dorine confessed running her 
expert hands over his hairy, hot body as she twirled his 
cock in her vagina. “I don’t know what I'm going to do 
when I come out of this but for now I want all you can 
give me. And it better be plenty.” 

“Damn you, I love you,” Ralph groaned, “and I'm 
married to that baby-cunted Kitty who says I was mak- 
ing a bag of her.” 

“Never mind, darling,” Dorine crooned. “Everything 
will be all right now.” 

“All right, my eye! Your poor sucker Harry is nuts 
about you. He’s just getting even with my wife.” 

“Hush, darling man mountain,” Dorine soothed him, 
running her fingers over his skin and making him come 
a little all over. “Just live for tonight.” 

He hunched into the goodies with redoubled enthus- 
iasm and reveled in the lusciousness of the sex symbol 
he had in bed. Maybe some of them were just wax mock- 
eries of real women but this one was worth all her adver- 
tising. If she had all the come jacked off for her she 
could have drowned in it. And the wonder of it was she 
could take all of his nine inches, that was as big around 
as her forearm and pump him as if she were fucking off 
her nine-year-old son. But she wasn’t baggy or lax in 
the least. She just had the magificent feminine resilience 
of the super-sexed woman who could take a line-up of 
men, in case of a mate shortage, and enjoy all of them, 
brothers, fathers and all. 

“I don't know what you’re doing to me, Dorine,” 


Ralph blubbered. “Гуе never been able to go on like 
this.” 

“You never had the real mate for you,” she said with 
a crooning note in her thickish voice as they rock-a- 
byed with sustained voluptas surging through their heal- 
thy bodies. “I never had such excitement either, not even 
with Kitty, and I thought I loved her.” 

“Same for me with Harry. It was just second best 
and trying to get even,” Ralph said as he sank his prick 
deep and then pulled out slowly letting the cool air titil- 
late the exposed wetness while Dory diddled him with 
her agile ass, twirling him, juggling him, as it were, 
until he was frantic with delightful reactions. 

They blew themselves a second time in a long sus- 
tained eruption of deeply excited genitals. Ralph did go 
down a little this time, but he still was up two thirds of 
the way. Dory slid him out of her and moved down 
on him, gobbling his big cock and trying to get him 


down on him, gobbling his big cock and trying to get 
him down her throat, while he moved around in a pon- 
derous wheeling of his bearlike body until he could fasten 
his hot, big mouth over her pungently fragrant genitals, 
flavored with generous abultions of his come. 

After they ate each other, and blew themselves ec- 
statically a third time, they lay sleepily together, caress- 
ing each other fondly and kissing passionately. Ralph 
got her tits far down into his big mouth and bit a big, 
reddish ring around them, while she jacked his cock 
lovingly. 

Finally they decided to take a shower and found that 
Harry and Kitty were just ahead of them. 

The clock pointed to past midnight when they got out 
of the shower. Nobody paid any attention to it. There 
was no place better to go to. Thgy wandered around daz- 
edly with drowsy eyes, murmuring inconsequential things. 
Nobody hated anybody or even questioned anything. 

Dory got out her liquor, which she drank sparingly, 
and they all had shots of what they liked, sitting at the 
table in the kitchen and staring at each other without 
really seeing much of anything. 

The liquor on top of the shower revived them and they 
gravitated back to their separate bedrooms and began 
fucking again. 

“T don’t know what’s going to happen to us,” Ralph 
murmured as if he didn’t much give a damn while pour- 
ing it into Dorine and receiving passionate cooperation. 

“Hush, my dear man,” Dorine patted his lips. “Just 
love while you may and let tomorrow take care of it- 
self.” 

Much the same thing was going on with Kitty and 
Harry as they screwed insatiably. Kitty couldn’t get 
enough of a prick that was just the right size for her and 
Harry enjoyed every minute of it. His strangely obses- 
sive passion for Dorine had somehow been muted and 
he was celebrating his apparent freedom in pumping Kit- 
ty’s responsive body again and again, then eating her 
all over, as she did him. ++ + 


Southern Belle 
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